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in her lap, played undisturbed their old game, about his pref-
erence for "Thel" over her.
"How silly I've been!" she thought, "I suppose that's always
the way it is when you get fond of anyone. You think they must
be feeling all you're feeling! But that's—" and the disillu-
sioned young woman made a face at the unconscious Enoch.
"Well! Whether it's Thel,' or whether it isn't 'Thel,' I was a
fool to think it was me! I expect it isn't us at all; no, nor Nance
either! I expect*'—and she gazed with a sort of humorous peev-
ishness at the countenance at her side—"he's like D.; and the
only woman he ever really thinks about is D.'s mother !'\
What began to disturb her just a little at this moment, as she
tried to look humorously and indifferently at him, was the fact
that in its present repose Enoch Quirm's face had once more
become dignified and noble. How strange it was that her
"Black Man of Glymes" should look so beautiful when he was
asleep!
But even as she pondered on those quiet lineaments, so solemn
and inviolable on that filthy sofa, that other image of him took
their place; she saw again that bestial figure swaying and
heaving as it fled from her on all fours down that Glymes passage.
Clear through those majestic features the girl now stared
into remote vacancy, the man's nose, eyes, mouth, chin, all
growing vaporous and unreal, until they melted quite away.
And it seemed to her as if both he and she were figures in some
ghastly moving-picture where she could feel herself following
him, as he moved like a beast, following him without cessation,
up one diminishing perspective, and down another, until her
stomach grew so sick that she was always having to stop to retch
and vomit, so that she was never able to get near to him, any
more than he was able to get out of sight of her.
Her thoughts had carried her so far that it came with a start-
ling jerk to her consciousness to find that his eyes were open and
looking straight into her own. She was pulled back to reality with
such a shock that she couldn't even smile at him, far less utter
a word; and this numbness of her faculties was not lessened
when she realized that he didn't know her, that he was think-
ing of someone else and addressing someone else, in her
form.
"Cornie," he murmured, "I forgive you. You forgive me.
That's enough, isn't it? And now they can do all" Once more

